CHAPTER 19 


APRIL 29, 2011 


“Then what the hell was the gun for!?” 


Justin was scrambling through notes on his kitchen counter. He had another dream 
last night, only this time it wasn’t just hanging with Maya. It was... arguing. The two 
were bickering back and forth. He didn’t know what they were arguing about, and 
that’s what bothered him. It wasn’t so much that they were arguing that set him on 
edge, it was what Maya said before Justin woke up in a cold sweat. “Just point the 
fucking gun at him, it’ll be fine.” 


A gun? Justin couldn’t believe it. What the hell were they doing that he had a gun, 
more so that he had needed to point it at someone. Justin seemed to not want to be 
involved in his dream, but... What was it that Maya had tried to get him to do? Justin 
scrambled through the papers scattered across the counter again. He had written 
every sentence, every word from that dream down, and had been trying to make 
connections, though he wasn’t making much headway. All he knew for certain was 
that whatever Maya had done, it had dragged them both into some deep shit. 


“Just point the damn thing at him while | get the wallet! No one has to get hurt,” he 
read off one of the pieces of the paper. No one has to get hurt... At the very least 
they must not have intended to fire off the gun, though what could possibly incite 
them into needing one in the first place concerned him. It had to have been for 
show then, so what could they have been doing that they needed someone to think 
they had a gu- 


“Oh dear god.” 


Something just struck the back of Justin’s mind. The other day Chie had asked him 
how he knew what a mugging sounded like. He wasn’t comfortable answering the 
question, but come to think of it, he really had no idea where he had heard 
something like that before. He definitely knew what that had sounded like though... 
Did... Did Justin mug someone? And wait... he had fired a gun before, he knew that 
much, but... where? He couldn’t seem to recall anything... The implications weren’t 
looking good to say the least. 


“Okay, okay, calm down. You're probably just tired, I’ll have some caffeine, and 
then I'll be able to remember... Yeah, alright that makes sense.” 


And so Justin made a cup of coffee. He actually hated the taste of it, but loved the 
smell. Everybody has a favorite scent, whether they’d admit it or not, and in Justin’s 
case, it was coffee. Normally, he would just make a batch every once in a while to 
get a good whiff of it before forcing himself to chug the cup down, but at the 


moment, he absolutely needed to have a good sip of it. The caffeine made its way 
through his bloodlines, rejuvenating him ever so slightly, giving him more energy. 
So then, why could he still not remember a damn thing? 


He... He must have shot someone. Mugged them and shot them at gunpoint. He 
couldn’t say for sure, but the way the conversation had been going... Justin was 
definitely the one holding the gun, and Maya had said something about needing a 
wallet. Add into the fact some of Justin’s missing memories. It wasn’t looking good. 
Justin wanted to vomit. Had he done the unthinkable? His thoughts were interrupted 
by the sound of knocking at his door. 


“Hey Justin! You home!?” 
Shit, what the fuck is Chie doing here!? 


Justin looked down towards the papers he had been scribbling on, every last word of 
that dream, every last connection he had made, and his conclusion, clear as day in 
big bold letters. He starred at them for a moment, before looking back towards the 
door. If Chie came in and found these papers... Well, no one wants to be friends 
with a potential murderer. 


No... No, no one can know. 


Justin quickly slid the papers off the table into a neat stack in his arms, throwing 
them in the trash next to kitchen counter. Every fiber of his being wanted Chie to 
help him, to reassure him that what he thought was completely off base. But he 
knew better. He knew what she would think, that he was a lunatic, a murderer, a 
crook. As long as he kept quiet, nothing would happen. That dream... it never 
happened. Justin ran over to the door, trying to open it as nonchalantly as possible. 
He was more than a little surprised to see that Chie was not alone. 


“Oh hey Justin!” 
“Chie, Yukiko.” 


He gave a quick nod to each. It wasn’t uncommon from Justin. He usually greeted 
people as well as gave departures by giving a quick bow of the head. It was a bit 
strange to get used to at first to the people who didn’t know him, but once you did, 
it was just like a nervous habit. 


“O-Oh... Good morning.” 
“| see you're alive and kicking. Feeling well | hope?” 


Yukiko seemed slightly caught off guard by the comment, though that might just be 
Yukiko being... well Yukiko. 


“Um, yes, I’m better now. I'll be able to go to school again... so that’s nice.” 


Yukiko looked off to the side, as though she were embarrassed by something. 
Justin’s frown turned into his usual smirk. His mind was still a mess, but god be 
damned if he let Chie so much as suspect what had happened. 


“That’s the first I’ve heard someone happy to go to school.” 
“I'm... I’m sorry about what happened. | caused everyone some real trouble.” 


Chie and Justin looked at her with surprise. What the hell is she apologizing for? It 
wasn’t her fault. Besides, it’s not like anyone got hur- Justin paused for a moment. 
Shit! That’s right, my eye. It might seem ridiculous, but going without sight for two 
weeks already, he had already gotten used to not being able to see out of it. It was 
like her never had a left-eye to begin with. Either way, she seemed more than a 
little upset over it. 


“No... sorry isn’t quite right... What | meant to say is, thank you.” 


Justin smiled. He hadn’t done anything particularly noteworthy, but it was nice to 
get some kind of acknowledgement. Well, acknowledgement that wasn’t a really 
awkward peck on the cheek. Justin still wondered what had possessed Chie to do 
that, even more so why she hadn’t remembered. It didn’t really bother Justin 
anymore... but it kind of did in a way. Either way, he gave her a quick tip of his 
head. 


“Don’t thank me, ma’am. Just doing my job as ace’ guy who jumps into televisions 
to beat the crap out of people who look like other people.’” 


Yukiko seemed slightly wierded out by the comment. Shit, that’s right. She’s not 
used to my sarcasm, yet. Might want to lower it down a notch for the moment. 


“H-huh?” 
“Oh nothing, just a bad joke.” 
“No worse than usual.” Chie jabbed at him. 


“Yeah? Well you laughed at them, so | guess you have shit taste in humor. Score 
one me.” 


“Still up by two.” 
“Not for long.” 
“Up by two?” 


“Oh, well... Me and Chie are keeping score of... What exactly ARE we keeping score 
of...?” 


“Oh uh... joke wars won | guess.” 


“Alright, we'll go with that.” 
“You're losing to Chie?” 


Justin wasn’t sure who that jab was intended at, which is what made it so good. Was 
she saying Chie’s jokes were bad, or that Justin’s were worse... Maybe both, who 
knows. Either way, Justin couldn’t help but chuckle at the remark. 


“So what brings you two ladies here anyway?” 

“We were going to go catch a movie. We wanted to see if you’d like to tag along.” 
“Did you already invite Yosuke?” 

“Well, not yet.” 

“Make that not yet a no and we got a deal.” 


Chie gave him a gentle shove. She knew he was joking, though Yukiko took it 
seriously. Justin was finding it hard to tone down his sarcasm anymore than he 
already had. Anymore and he would have been completely monotone. 


“W-Wait, did something happen between you two?” 


“Nah, it’s just their shtick. They jab at each other like this all the time.” Chie 
explained on Justin’s behalf. 


“Oh. | see.” 
“What movie are we seeing anyway?” 
“The Avengers.” 


Justin took a quick look at Yukiko. He knew immediately that Chie was pretty much 
dragging her along. And he was right. She was biting slightly on her bottom lip, it 
was Clear this wasn’t exactly her type of move. We// / guess fun isn’t her type of 
movie either. 


“Why didn’t you say so sooner! Let’s roll!” 


“Justin, what are you doing?” 


Justin had been throwing pieces of popcorn at some guy sitting below them. He had 
a huge afro, and the popcorn kernels were practically embedding in his hair. It was 
absolutely beautiful. Hell, having seen what he was doing, Yosuke joined in too. Yu 
unfortunately, was unable to make it, saying he needed to babysit his cousin, 
Naniko. Justin normally would have suggested just taking her with him, but he 


wasn’t familiar with how his family life was, so he thought it would be best not to 
bring the idea up. 


“Waiting for the previews.” 

“Well stop that, you’re going to get us in trouble!” 
“Don’t worry, I’ve done this before.” 

“And that’s what concerns me!” 


The lights started to dim in the theatre, much to Justin’s slight displeasure. On one 
hand, they got to watch the best part of the movie; the previews. On the other 
hand, he could no longer make out the man down front’s afro. It was black, so it sort 
of blended in once the lights went out. Not that it really mattered, though. He 
probably should have been eating the popcorn in the first place, not throwing it at 
some guy. 


Each preview went by; some good, some bad. Though the one that had really 

caught Justin’s eye was something called Looper. From what he could gather, it was 
some sort of time-travel movie. The topic of time-travel always tickled Justin’s 
fancy, but when you combine that with pseudo-mafia movies? You have the best 
film ever made on your hands. There was one scene in the trailer that particularly 
caught Justin’s eye, as someone had fallen out a window in slow-motion, the camera 
rotating around ninety degrees. It was a gorgeous sight. Though Yosuke seemed to 
disagree. 


“Jesus that looked terrible.” 
“Are you kiddin’? That was freakin’ awesome.” 


“How the hell is Bruce Willis supposed to be Joseph Gordon-Levitt in the future! 
They look nothing alike.” 


“It's Bruce Willis; it doesn’t need to make sense.” 
“Hey Justin, you used to live in California, have you ever-“ 
“Do not. Finish. That sentence.” 


Chie opened her mouth slightly in surprise. She didn’t think what she had asked was 
offensive or anything. Of course, it was to Justin. He knew that question would come 
up sooner or later, he just knew it. But it didn’t matter, he got the preemptive strike. 


“Besides, Dark Knight Rises looks so much better.” 
“Ugh, they completely ruined Bane.” 


Yosuke turned his attention to Justin. 


“Who the hell is Bane?” 


Justin resisted the urge to smack Yosuke upside the head. Partially for not knowing 
who Bane, his favorite comic-book villain, was, partially for not Knowing the name of 
the villain of the trailer he had only watched a few moments ago. 


“Are you kidding? He’s the bad guy in the Dark Knight Rises!” 
“You mean it’s not going to be The Riddler?” 

“Did he look like he was wearing green!?” 

“Well... no.” 

“Then how the fuck was that supposed to be The Riddler!” 

“| just thought it was a new design direction.” 

“IT will BREAK you, Yosuke.” 


The joke obviously went over Yosuke’s head, though it seemed to get a chuckle out 
of Chie. Not surprisingly, though, since she had played both of the Arkham Asylum 
games. They had played video games online a couple days ago over the Playstation 
Network, so he had decided to take a look at some of her game collection. She had 
really good taste in games; save for Black Ops; though Justin was in no position to 
speak when he owned the game too. / really should get around to selling that... 


The movie eventually started, much to the group’s pleasure; save Yukiko, who 
seemed like she just wanted to go home. It clearly wasn’t her type of movie, and 
she was more confused than anything as the movie progressed. Chie was practically 
jumping out of her seat during the action scenes, though Justin barely even reacted. 
Really, he was only there to see Captain America be the best American you can be. 
Of course, this was obvious when he was the only one in the theatre to laugh at 
“There’s only one god, ma’am.” It wasn’t that it was a particularly nationalist 
statement or anything, but Justin knew all about the stereotypes associated with a 
1940’s American; and let me tell you, they fit the Captain to a tee. 


Yosuke was actually rooting for Loki the entire movie, much to Chie’s dismay. Every 
time something bad happened to the heroes, Yosuke let out a silent whoop, and fist 
pumped at the air. Had Justin not been sitting between the two, he swore Yosuke 
would be wearing a tub of popcorn on his head for the remainder of the movie. As 
for Yukiko, she eventually found herself cheering for Black Widow, though god only 
knows why. Justin had half assumed that’s who Yosuke would be rooting for, what 
with Yosuke being Yosuke and Black Widow being Black Widow and all. Chie... Well 
Chie was rooting for pretty much all of them, though it seemed the Hulk was her 
main player. It made sense, given that he fought using only his fists, where the 
others had been using weapons. Though Justin could have swore she was leaning 


over towards Captain America towards the end after he fought off a huge wave of 
enemies using just his fists and shield. 


By the time the movie was over, there were mixed reactions through-out the 
viewing party. Justin had half expected Yukiko to be the one person in the group to 
not like it, but she seemed more than impressed with the way the movie ended, 
which is more than Justin could say for himself. The special effects were 
phenomenal, but somehow he felt like there was no real conflict. It was completely 
anti-climatic, despite the huge ass... alien... things destroying New York. He 
shrugged it off as him just going in with much higher expectations than could be 
met. 


Chie... Well Chie was Chie. You know that one person that asks if you remember 
that one part in the movie you just finished watching? Well, that was her. It wasn’t 
so bad, considering he had apparently missed a couple of lines that Chie recapped 
on, but even then, it was nothing noteworthy. Yosuke seemed disappointed the 
villain lost, but then, it WAS a superhero movie, so he wasn’t expecting Loki to win 
in the first place. Still, he seemed to be a lot like Chie, going on and on about the 
movie after it was over. 


“So what did you think, Justin?” 

“It was alright.” 

“Alright? That was incredible!” 

“It was just like every other Marvel movie.” 

“Oh come on, that one part with the hulk at the end was awesome.” 


“Kinda...? Seems more like a plot-hole than anything. If he’s angry all the time, 
shouldn’t he be the Hulk all the time?” 


“No, ‘cause he learned to control the Hulk even when he’s angry.” 
“Then why the hell was he going batshit insane inside the ship earlier.” 
Chie paused. She didn’t really have an answer to the question. 
“Alright, alright, so there were some plot holes.” 

Chie sighed slightly. 

“Alright, so which one was your favorite.” 

“Well obviously the Captain. You?” 


“I’m not sure. I’m thinking either the Hulk or Thor.” 


Come to think of it, Thor’s actor was pretty good; though he had nothing on America 
Man. 


“I mean did you see the way he punched that big centipede thing.” 
“| thought you didn’t like bugs.” 


Chie kicked at his ankles slightly. It had slipped his mind that Yosuke wasn’t aware 
of her bug phobia; Yukiko probably knew already though. 


“Well that’s why | liked him punching it so much!” 
“Wait a second. You’re afraid of bugs?” 


Yosuke was smirking in the corner. Justin leveled his eyebrows just above his pupils. 
He knew he had something devious in mind, though what was another question. 


“None of your business!” 

“Oh, you totally are!” 

He chuckled slightly. 

“Don’t even think about it.” Justin glared at him. 

“LT wasn't!” 

“Oh really. Then how did you know what | thought you were thinking of?” 


Yosuke paused, his eyebrows raised, mouth slightly agape. Justin almost always was 
able to catch Yosuke in his bullshit, and this was no exception. 


“L-lucky guess?” 
“I’m serious. Don’t.” 
“Relax, it was just a thought.” 


“Well it’s pretty obvious to me who Yosuke’s favorite character is, how bout you 
Chie.” 


“Black Widow?” 
“Well, favorite in the non-perverted sense of the word.” 
“_,.Black Widow?” 


Justin couldn’t help but laugh. It was probably true, knowing Yosuke. Hell, he was 
probably just cheering for Loki the entire movie to try to tick off Chie. He had a habit 
of taking friendly jabs at everyone whenever he got the chance. Save for maybe 


Yukiko, but he hadn’t really seen them together, so that would explain it. Even then, 
he was sure Yosuke was smart enough not to take jabs at someone who clearly 
couldn’t tell what was and wasn’t a joke. 


“What? No! Loki’s my main man.” 

“Totally Black Widow.” 

“Yep.” 

“Well screw you guys too. How ‘bout you, Yukiko.” 
“,.Black Widow.” 

“H-Huh!?” 


Chie seemed completely flabbergasted that Yukiko thought Black Widow was a 
good character. Justin half-agreed, but not quite for the same reasons. He didn’t like 
Black Widow because it seemed the film revolved too much around her and not 
enough around the avengers. As for Yosuke... well Yosuke was sticking his tongue 
out next to Justin; to which Justin nonchalantly punched him without lifting his gaze 
from Yukiko. Basically, he pulled a Hulk on Yosuke. Yukiko seemed slightly 
concerned, though Chie just shook her head in a way as though to imply this 
happened on a normal basis. It didn’t, of course, but it did calm Yukiko down 
Slightly. 


“A-Are you okay, Yosuke?” 

“Ow! Dude, | think you broke my nose.” 

“Quit being such a baby, | have a broken EYE.” 
“You can do that?” 

“No, you idiot.” 

“How is your eye anyway?” 


Chie and Yosuke gave Yukiko a look as though to say “No, DON’T ASK THAT.” Justin 
didn’t mind though, it wasn’t like she was there the last few times they discussed it. 
She didn’t know it was a sensitive topic. 


“Hmm? Oh... Uh... | can sorta see out of it now, though it’s not back all the way.” 


He was lying. He still couldn’t see a damn thing out of his eye, but the doctor said 
his would be back in a couple weeks anyway, so it should be back soon enough that 
his lie wouldn’t matter. Besides, he could tell that Yukiko somewhat blamed herself 
for what happened with his eye. In retrospect, everyone sorta blamed themselves, 
save for Yosuke. 


“Huh!? Really!?” 

“Yeah. Should be fully back in a couple days top.” 

“Well that’s great news! We should have a celebration.” 

“Can we not...?” 

“What, don’t like parties?” 

“C’mon dude, it’ll be fun.” 

We aren't having a party for something that hasn’t actually happened yet, no. 
“Can | keep the cane?” 

“Huh? Well if you want | guess.” 

“Then fuck the celebration, | got everything | need.” 


Justin gave his cane a quick twirl before planting it back in the ground. Chie laughed 
slightly. She didn’t know what it was with Justin and canes, but goddammit, that 
thing always seemed to cheer him up. He was actually pretty good at twirling that 
thing around too. She could have half sworn he had used it all his life the way he 
handled it. 


“Geez... What is it with you and canes?” Yosuke was grabbing at the tip of his nose. 
“Have you ever seen the music video for Blue Orchid?” 

“Yeah?” 

“That’s what’s up with me and canes.” 

“What is Blue Orchid?” Yukiko added. 


Both Chie and Justin seemed surprised, Justin slightly more seeing how Chie was 
surprised. He didn’t know she listened to the White Stripes. Actually, Justin was 
sorta surprised Yosuke didn’t say anything himself. 


“Only the greatest song ever written!” 


Well not the greatest. Nowhere near. But overcompensation does wonders when 
talking about music. 


“It’s like the music of the gods.” 


Justin smirked. He had been waiting for someone to say something like that for the 
last fifteen minutes. 


“There’s only one god ma’am.” 


“And this is why we don’t invite Justin to anything.” Yosuke added on wise- 
crackingly, still holding his nose. Justin swung the bottom end of his cane back 
around, whacking Yosuke straight in the crotch. It had been intended to hit him in 
the gut, but this was a much better shot. 


